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TO THE PUBLIC. 





On the appearance of every new 
periodical publication it has become 
amatter of course that its editors should 
inti:oduce themselves to the world with 
some account of the principles on 
which they found their pretensions to 
encouragement, and the motives which 
have induced them to add another paper 
to a list thought by many alrea*y tov 


numerous. 


‘The principles on which itis intend- 
ed to conduct The Olio will be th »se of 
religion, morality, public and p ‘vate 
\irtue, rational and innocent a*.use- 


ment. It will be devoted prinnw™» iy, 
to the ladies, and will not be unworthy 
the attention of gentlemen. the lite- 
rary labours of each sex are earnestly 
solicited to make it worthy the patron- 


age of both; and-every pains will be 





taken to have the typography executed 
neatly and correctly. To rescue many 
curious and valuable articles from ob- 
livion, and to improve upon all the 
plans of a weekly paper which have 
hitherto been submitted to the Ameri- 
can public, isthe motive of the present 
editors ; and they confidently hope that 
their promise and their performance 
will keep pace with each other; and 
at the encouragement of their fellow 
citizens will enable them to carry their 


designs into complete execution. 


A box for the reception of commu, 


nications for The Olio will be placed 
at the Book and Stationary store of R. 
Johnson, corner of Maiden-lane and 
Nassau-street, and at the office of the 
paper, corner of Church and Anthony 


streets. 





CONDITIONS. 


THE Otto will contain eight pages, 
quarto---be printed on a good type and 
paper, and issued to subscribers every 
Saturday morning. 


The terms will be ¢wo dollars per 
annum, payable quarterly 
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.' Communication. 


An Qfo! why, that's. mixture. pid 
} = 


wea hliploa. 


It may be, said I—An Olio may be 
a mixture, but I am pretty confident 
that all mixtures are not Olios, The 
vegetable and animal kingdoms abound 
in articles, some combinations of which 
if denominated Olios, would require a 
qualifying term, perhaps the opposite 
of sweet, as it regards either tasting 
or smelling. In the political, moral 
and religious world 


I have always, said Ned, interrupt- 
ing me, supposed that it meant a dish 
of edibles. 


Yes, yes, said I, while the thought 
crossed my brain, that Ned, who by 
the bye is considered a gréat scholar, 
was, to the full, as plain in his under- 
standing,as his name seemed to imply 
—but we use fgurauvely a greatnum- 








‘her.of .words that owe theiy origin to 


, of warmth. 








the act of eating. Great men say, we 
taste pleasure and de ight, which, if 
they do notmeritthe appellation of non- 
entities, fall but very little short of the 
claim They apply the term sweet, 
to objects, which if drenched in vine- 
gar, would lose nothing of their deli- 
cacy or proportion; and it is not uau- 
sual to mention the swallowing of flat- 





tery or praise, things if not lighter 
than vanity, which would not greatly 
outweigh it, and convey but little more 
nutrimentto the favered And ev€n 
if 1 misapply words, I can quote 
high authority, vide a great number of 
charts, maps, state-papers, and some 
sermons, — . 


fut, said Ned, what has that to do 
» your er? 
sar YOUF Dap 


Why I mean, said I, to. address my 
friends something in the following 
manner : Kind patrons, that Ned 
is a sweet way—my kind patrons, | am 
determined, that my Olio shall consist 
of the best articles that the American 
or European markets can afford. ‘They 





must come to hand ready cooked, sea- 
soned, and possessing the due derret 
My department is to set 
them out, 
you have a sample of my table furni- 


In this my first attempt, 
ture. Ifit be agreeable, and your ap- 
petites good, begin. Your object is 


gratification, mine the number of 


guests. If you obtain the former, and 
I preserve the latter, boih | presume 
will be satisfied. 

Very well, said Ned, just as you 


please.——— 











SELT-INDULGENCE; 


& Tale of the Nineteenth Century. 


CHAPTER I, 





The first interview. 


Sornta Dickens was the only child 
vfa wealthy merchant in Bishopsgate 
Within; she had attained her seven- 
tcenth year, and was as beautiful and 
as frivelous as nature, and a fashionable 
boarding school, could make her. Be- 
ing summoned to her father’s house 
one day unexpectedly, what was her 
astonishment at finding, instead of her 





parents, a very handsome young man, 
whose air and address were a passport 
Sur- 
prise, mingled with pleasure, flushed 
Sophia’s cheek, and there was a charm 
in the artless confusion of her manner, | 


to every woiman’s good opinion. 


which was felt by the object that oc- | 
casioned it, but upon whom the novelty 
of the thing alone produced effect. 


‘| beg your pardon,’’ said Sophia, 
as she stood hesitating whether to ad- 
vance or recede. 


“TI beg your’s, rather,” returned 
ihe gentleman, “ but I came here by 
appointment to meet Mr. Dickens, 
upon some very urgent business of my 
father, lord Donneraile, and I was a- 
fraid of being late, which has occasi- 
oned my coming before the hour a- 
«reed upon, and makes me now an 
intruder, but if you will allow me to 
wait in any other room, I shall not, 
madam, trouble you longer.” 


Saying which, he moved to pass 
Sophia, who stood holding the lock of 
the door, when a little pert looking 
woman entered, screaming in a shrill 
voice— 


* Sophy, Sophy, I say,” but no soon- 
r beheld Mr. Donneraile, than turn- 














ing round, she made a kind of bend- 
ing slide which it was evident had been 
one of the prime studies of her life to 
acquire. “ You are waiting, sir, for 
Mr. Dickens, I conclude, he is only 
talking to one of our young men about 
a little business, and will attend you 
immediately Sophy, my love, we will 
leave the parlour to your papa and the 
gentleman—come, lct us retire.” A- 
nother sliding curtesy was in prepara- 





tion, when Mr. Dickens blocked up 
the door-way. He was a tall robust 
man with a consequential air, which 
added to his vulgarity. Entering very 
much out of breath, he addressed Mr 


} Donneraile with— 


“My lord, 1 am your lordship’s 
most obedient and very humble ser- 


vant, I beg your lordship a thousand 


| million of pardons for having detained 
| you so long, allow me to introduce 


Mrs. and Miss Dickens, of Welibo- 
rough Place, Islington, to your lord- 


ship’s notice and protection;’’ saying | 


which, with a pompous air, he took 
his little wife in one hand, and she 
made three of her best salutations, 
while the aukward blushing Sophia 
slunk abashed behind her father. 


Mr Donneraile, for he had not yet 
any right to the title with which Mr. 
Dickens was pleased to belord him, 
bowed, and declared himself happy, 
and fortunate, and delighted in the 
honour and pleasure, &c. of making 
their acquaintance. 


After the first compliments passed, 
Mrs. Dickens once more prepared to 





withdraw, but Mr, Dickens cried out 
ina loud measured tone, 


‘“‘Mrs. Dickens, lovee, take this 
key ;” whereupon he drew forth a 


large one from his breeches pocket, 
without minding, or even understand. 





ing the winks and frowns his more ele- 





gant wife made lim. “ Take this key, 
do you hear me, Mrs. Dickens, and 


go down to the cellar.” 


Here Mrs. Dickens rose, and had a 
loud and long fit of coughing, but all in 
vain. Mr. Dickens waited patiently 
till it was over, standing in an attitude 
with the key in his hand; “Go, my 
dear, to the last chest, marked No. 
500, it contains—my lord (turning to 
Mr. Donneraile’ the finest no-yc your 
iordship perhaps ever tasted, I hope 
no offence. I had it from my old friend, 
Abraham Cuyler, who has lived forty 
years in Rotterdam, the greatest wine 
merchant that is perhaps in all Holland; 
and with much difficulty, im spite of 
the Mounseers, he contrived to send it 
over to me, a glass of the same will 
be no bad cordial this rainy morning.” 


Mr. Donneraile bowed, but expres- 
sed himself shocked to give Mrs. Dick- 
ens so much trouble, 


“Qh,” said she, simpering to pre- 
vent herself from crying, “he could 
not trust any body but me with the 
key for the world,” then giving a 
glance of rage and mortification at her 
husband, she snatched the key out of 
his hand. 


> 


“ Allow me,” said Sophia, turning 
to her mother, and offering to go for 
her. 


“ Hold up your head, child, and stay 
where you are,” said Mrs. Dickens, 
in a tone of the shrillest kind, which, 
though not intended for Mr. Donner- 
aile’s ears, could not fail of reaching 
them. 


Mrs. Dickens tripped out of the 
room, and her husband, approaching 
Mr. Donneraile, said, “ And now, my 
lord, while she is gone, allow me to 
present your lordship with the drafts 


payable at lady-day next. And here, 

















| my lord, is the papers which your lord- 

















ship will have the goodness to return 
as soon as your noble father has signed 
Saying which, he unfolded a 
large parchment, and read aloud a law 
paper, making over the right, copy- 
hold, and freehold, &c. of the house 
and furniture appertaining thereto. of 
the right hon. Edmund, lord Donne- 
raile, for the sum of twenty thousand 
pounds. 


them,” 


During this lecture, Miss Dickens’ 
heart palpitated with pleasure. What! 
was the happy time come at last, when 
she should leave the boarding school 
for ever, when she should escape from 
the dark money-making Bishopsgate 
Within, to the dear, gay, delightful, 
dusty, fashionable, court-end of the 
town She could not contain the ebul- 
lition of her delizht, nor suppress the 
brilliant fancies which floated in gay 
confusion before her imagination, but 
flying up to Mr. Dickens, threw her 
beautiful arms as far round him as they 
could reach, exclaiming, “Is it then 
true! and shall we really leave this 
nasty hole; and shall I never hear of 
Stock Exchange, and tonnage, and 
poundage, and weight and treight 
again! Oh,dear, dear papa, how hap- 
py you will make your own Sophy !” 


“And it is the wish of my heart. to 
do so; but, silly thing, if you had ne- 
ver heard of the one, you would never 
have heard of the other either. 
if your old father had noi toiled late 
and early, do you think he could have 
given you a coach and six? No, no, 
Sophy, to be wise, we must be Wary ; 
and by being wary only, we become 
wealthy. Yet, my lerd, begging your 
lordship’s pardon, for the liberty I take 
in troubling your lordship with such 
matters; though I say it, that should 
not Say it, my girl has had as genteel 
an education as any on this side ‘Yem- 
ple Bar; and, indeed, I am not sure, 10 


And } 
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a duchess’s daughter in the kingdom 
that has a genteeler.” 


Mr. Donneraile listened to this, and 
much more ef the same kind, with a 
patience very foreign to his nature ; 
but the truth was, thatif his ears were 
wearied, his eyes were extremely wel! 
amused in the person and countenance 
of Sophia; but his occupation and re- 
verie were, however, abruptly ended, 
by the re-appearance of Mrs. Dickens 
and a dirty foot boy, who followed her 
with the precious beverage. 


** Now, my lord,”’ cried Mr. Dick- 
ens, exultingly, * they talk of nectar 
in the heathenish lands, but I say give 
me no-yo in Old England; taste, my 
lord, if your lordship pleases, and then 
say me nay.” 


Mr. Donneraile smiled, bowed, and 
having drank of it, very sincerely vowed 
he was quite of Mr Dickens’ opinion ; 
* besides,” added he, looking at.Se- 
phia, “we have goddesses.in Britain 
equal to those of Olympus, why should 
we not have nectar also?” 


Sophia knew just enough of fabulous 
story to believe this speech was gus- 


fel; and Mr. Dickens swallowed it 


phia, and bowing hastily, was down 
stairs and had mounted his horse be- 
fore Mr. Dickens had breath to reach 
the street door. 


COmn_D> >< — 
BIOGRAPHY. 


Bripcer Benpisn, grand-daughter 
to Oliver Cromwell, bore a greater re- 
semblance to him in her character anc 
countenance than any of his descen- 
dants. She appeared alternately with 
the dignity of a princess, and the ac- 
tivity and diligence of a woman of bu- 
siness. She managed the salt works 
with intelligence and industry: afte: 
having fatigued herself with exertion, 
she was careless how she fared or 
where she slept. Her presence of 
mind never deserted her, nor was she 
ever known to betray a symptom of 
fear. She would frequently spend the 
day in labour, and in the evening ap- 
pear at the Yarmouth assembly (in the 
neighborhood of which 


she lived 


where, by the grandeur of ! 


rer deport- 
ment, and the superiority of her talent 
she never failed to attract attention and 


command respect. 


Her negligence of veracity in com 





upon the credit of another bumper. 


“ My dear,” said the latter, turning 
to his wife, “ the bargain between my 
lord and Lis finally adjusted ; and next 
lady-day. Mrs. Dickens, of Wellbo- 
rough Place, Islington, will be as finely 
lodged in Park street, as any lady in 
the land; and, my lord, I hope your 
lordship will continue to find the way 
to the door which will ever be open to 
receive you!” 


Mr. Donneraile assured Lim he was 
much flattered, should be vastly de- 
lighted, and would undoubtedly ayail 
himself of the honor of his invitation ; 
saying which, he cast a glance of less 





speak the whole truth, if there is e’er 


equivocal meaning at the happy So- | 


mon conversation was notorious, yet 


she was never known to break a pro- 
| mise. 


Her benevolence, which ap- 


peared to be a virtue of {celing rather 


than of principle, was exercised with- 
cut discrimination, on all occasions, 
and in all places } and not unfrequent- 
ly to the prejudice of her justice. Her 
piety rose to enthusiasm: on impor- 
tant occasions, she was accustomed to 
retire to her glesct, and, by fasting, 
meditation, and prayer, exait her feel- 
ings toa visionary kind of insanity, in 
which situation, if any portion of the 
Scriptures occurred to her recollec- 


tion, regarding it as a revelation, she 





made it the inflexible rule of her. con 


clases 
OO : 






















She would at times flatter, dissem- | 


ble, and prevaricate, to promote a sinis- 
ter purpose, and even on very little 
and contemptible occasions. So glar- 


ing were the inconsistencies of her 
character, that she was at once the ad- 
miration and the jest of her friends and 
her domestics ; by whom she was, ne- 
vertheless, reyarded as a superior wo- 


man, and an excellent mistress. 


She paid great veneration to the 
memory of her grand-father, whom 
.he considered as a consumate hero, 
She died about 
The foregoing account of this 


and a beatified saint. 
1727. 
extraordinary woman, is extracted from 
a character given of her by Mr. Samuel 
Say, a dissenting minister, and her in- 


timate acquaintance. 
EE eet 


MY DOG AND MY SHADOW. 

In a solitary excursion through a 
wood, Major Halden fell in with a 
man, whose singular appearance at- 
He was sitting 
on the ground at the foot of a beach 


tracted his attention. 


tree, eating acrust of bread, which he 
His 
dress betrayed the utmost poverty, but 
l:is countenance exhibited every symp- 


shared bit by bit with his dog. 


iom of cheerfulness. ‘The major salut- 
cd him as he rode past, and the man 
pulled off his hat. Do you see? said 
he to his dog, laughing. What should 
ihe cog see? asked the major, whose 
curio 


ity was much excited by the 


man’s happy looks, The stranger 


laumhed. Aye, said the man in a hu- 
morous tone, I wish to make the dog 
to take notice of your civility. It is so 
uncommon for a well-dressed person 
on horseback, and an officer besides, to 
lift his cap or hat toa tattered foot pas- 
senger like me. 


Who are you, then? said the major 








A child of fortune. 


A child of fortune! You mistake, 
without doubt, for your coat speaks 
you otherwise. 


My coat is in the right,sir, But as 
I can joke in this coat, the only one 1 
have, it isofas much value to me as 
anew one, even if it had a star upon 
it. 


If what you say do not proceed from 
a disordered mind, you are in the right 
countryman. 


A disordered mind, ora light mind, 
is sometimes the gift of God, at least 
for children of fortune of my cast. My 
fate once hung heavy upon my mind 
like lead ; but care now passes through 
it, as the wind does through my coat, 
and if that be a fault, it makes up for 
a great deal of misfortune. 


expected from his discourse 





But, says the major, whence did you 
come, and whither are you going ? 


The question is not difficult to be 


| answered, sir. I came from my cradle, | 


| 
| 


|); tO my grave. 


| fine things one can talk with, and res- 
to the man, looking at him attentively. | pecting one’s shadow ! 


and I am now going straight forward 
With these two stages 
of my life Lam well acquainted. 


Ina 
word, I am endeavoring to soften my | 
; but I musthave something very | 
engaging, for my dog and destiny re- 
main faithful to me; and my shadow 
also—but like a false friend, only when 
the sun shines. You shake your head, 
sir, as if I had made choice of bad 
company. I thought so at first: but 
there is nothing so bad as not to be 
useful sometimes. 


' 


fate 


My destiny has 
made me humble, and taught me what 
I did not know before, that one cannot 
unhinge the world. My dog has taught 
me that there is still love and fidelity 
in it, and you cannot imagine what 








Respecting one’s shadow ! that I do 
not understand. 


You shall hear, sir. At sunrise, 
when I am walking behind my long 
towering shadow, what conversation I 
hold with iton philosophical subjects ! 
Look, say I, dear shadow, are thou not 
like youth, when the sun of life is ris- 
ing, the earth seems too small! Just 
when I lift a leg, thou lifts another, as 
if thou wouldst step over ten acres at 
once, and yet when thou puttest down 
thy leg, thy step is scarcely a span 
long. So fares it with youth. , He 
seems as if he would destroy, or create 
a world, and yet in the end, he does none 
of those things, which might have been 
Let the 
sun now rise higher, and thou wilt be- 
come smaller, as the youth boasts less 
the older he grows. Thus I compute, 
you see, the morning, noon, and even 
shadows, toa hundred things ; and the 
longer we talk together, the better we 
get acquainted. At present I can 
forego many things which I formerly 
thought indispensable necessaries,— 
Ihe shadow is my watch and my pe- 
dometer—and sometimes my servant, 
and sometimes my footman, Itis only 
a pity that a man cannot exist in his 
shadow, as his shadow does in him. 


Well, and what do you say in the 
evening to your shadow ? 


In the evening? a man’s shadow then 
is a very serious thing—-the best mo- 
ralist—a real hour-glass—a true mre- 
mento mori, When the shadow runs 
forward before one, still becoming 
longer and less visible, as if already 
hiding its head in the darkness of 
eternity, whilst behind one is the set- 
ting sun, and before one is the rising 
star—the shadow then seems to say, 
thou art on the brink of eternity, thy 
sun is going down ; but lose not cou- 
rage; like me, thou 


wilt become 

















always greater; and before thee is 
already suspended a better star, the 
first ray of eternity beyond the grave. 


With these words the man became 
serious, and the major also. Both 
looked at each other in silence.---Hem, 
said the major, you must go with me, 
countryman. He took the stranger 
by the hand and conducted him to his 
house. 


— 3|¢ 
A SAILOR AT BARTHOLOMEW FAIR, 


The following laughable jeu d’esfirit, 
purporting to be the account of a 
trial before the courtof Pied Poudre, 
appeared in one of the newspapers, 
during the late festival of Bartholo- 
mew Fair: 


Hook vs. GRABB. 


This was an appeal to the Homage 
to obtain the restitution of nine sail of 
the line, three French flags and about 
40 pieces: of cannon, captured by the 
defendant, a British seaman. It ap- 
peared that Hook, the appellant, had 
invited the public to witness a correct 
representation of the battle of the glo- 
rious first of June, and the destruction 
of the French fleet. Grabb, who had 
taken on board more groy than ballast, 
sailed into the marine exhibition, and 
took his station very close to the sea, 
which was fermed of glass cylinders. 
Shortly after the English fleet appeared 
in a line of battle, led by the gallant 
Howe. The ships were neatly formed 
of paper, and they presented a very 
picturesque view. Hook the show- 
man, then annnunced to the spectators 
that the enemy was in sight; and Grabb 
immediatcly rose up to clear for action, 
expressing at the same time his deter- 
mination to pour in a broadside upon 
the first Frenchman that came within 
hail. The audience admired his blunt 
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lingo, but no one suspected that he 
would join in the engagement. They 
were however deceived. The instant 
the French line Was formed, and a 
cracker had been discharged, as the 
signal to engage, Grabb sent his stick 
among the nautical apparatus, and the 
glass sea, which exploded like Con- 
greve’s rockets. He then seized the 
greater part of theenemy's ships, guns, 
flags, &c, and put them in his pocket, 
bidding defiance to the French navy, 
and Bonaparte at its head. This un- 
expected attack threw the showman 
and the audience into the utmost con- 
fusion, and as the sailor was determin- 
to maintain his victory, the constables 
were called; consequently, after a few 
shot had been exchanged, Grabb was 
conveyed before his betters. 
the appeal was made, it was evident 
that Grabb had evinced too much zeal 
in aid of the British ‘fleet—but he was 
half seasover, and the Homage only 
ordered him to make retribution to thé 
amount of half a guinea. In compli- 
ance with this order Grabb threw down 
a guinea and exclaimed—blast you, 
take a guinea, and let me have another 
shot at the enemy. The appellant 
would not accede to the Jast proposal, 
but he received his disabled ships, 


ordnance and prize money, and left | 


the court. { London paper. 


———_—_—— 


According to some late experiments 


on the comparative strength of men | 


and horses, applicable to the move- 
ment of machines, it appears, that the 
effect of a horse is fourteen times 
greater than that of a man; or, which 
amounts to the same thing, fourtcen 
men must be used instead of a horse, 
Hence it appears, that itis much more 
advantageous to employ horses than 
men in moving machines, if other rea- 
sons did not, in some cases, require us 
to prefer men. 








When | 


A new Theatre was opened in Albany 
on Monday evening the 16th inst. 
when an appropriate address, writ- 
ten by the editor of the ‘Albany 
Register,” was delivered by Mr. 
Southey, from which the following 
lines, on the late celebrated George 
F- Cooke, Esq. are extracted. 


“But ere my muse, great Cooke! her 
flight has stay’d, 

Shall she not reverence thy departed 
shade? 

Yhou star of Tragic fame, whose rising 
beam 

Gilded the fluent wave of Liffey’s stream; 

Then spread its light to Albion’s classic 


shore, 

That Garrick’s shade might wonder and 
adore ! 

Till proud, exulting in the million’s 
smile, 


It spurn’d the limits of Britannia’s isle ; 

Wide o’er th’ Atlantic pour’d its orient 
blaze, 

And made Columbia mourn its parting 

os rays. 

Thus, like the stem that decks its native 
soil, 

Emblem of Beauty’s bloom and Mercy’s 
smile, 

(The shamrock,ever green )three climes 
did share 

The ving light of Erin’s Tragic star ' 

O Cooke ! great, good and generous was 
thy aim, 

And unborn ages shallembalm thyname. 

“Thy frailties, buried with thy bones,” 
no more 

Thy foes rejoice in, or thy friends de- 
plore : 

While the great virtues Heaven to thee 








did give, 

In Memory’s fond adoring eye shall live. 

Where’er the Tragic muse shall chance 
to stray, 

Thy shade, belov’d companion of her 
way, 

Shall still attend, and light the holy tear 

lo grace the virgin’s, matron’s, hero's 
bier !”’ 


[anneal 
A lie is a desperate cowardice. It is 
to fear man, and brave God 
































FOR THE OL10, 
On the benevolence of the governors of 
the New-York Hospual. 


See these kind men, whose gentle bo- 
soms glow, 
Nor turn regardless from affliction’s 





sigh ; 
Who sweeten thus the bitter cup of wo, 
And wipe the secret tear from sor- 
row’s eye. 


Who trace the dreary scenes of deep 
distress, 
Where want and weakness pour their 
hidden griet— 
Who cheerful lend the balm and kindly 
press, 
And share the heart-felt joy in their 
relief. 


W ho generous give their time from door 
to door, 
While soft compassion seeks the suf- 
fering train— 
Who clothe the naked, feed the hungry 
poor, 
\nd bring the cordial to the bed of 
pain. 


Kind is the work—then still the work 
pursue ; 
And when the tender task of love 
shall cease, 





Che fair exampled page shall bear re- 
view, 


peace. 


And yield the sweet reward of inward | 
(is virtue’s work—beyond the vain | 
parade 
Of rambling folly’s gay fantastic plume, 
‘Vhose transient glare of vanity must 
fade 
Beneath the blasting winter of the tomb. 


But you dear friends, despise the empty 
show— 
The call of duty claims your nobler 
powers ; 
‘Tis yours to smooth the rugged path of 
wo, 


\nd light with cheering hopes the 


Which feels no moré mutation ordecay, 


~ 


0 








When finish’d all the labours of the day 


Enjoy your life in that divine abode, 


And share the healing mercy you 
bestow’d. 


MARIA 
—— > =: aoe 
ENVY. 


A person having a large house, cost- 
ly furniture, and possessing all the 
luxuries of life, have friends or neigh- 
bours who envy their situation—but 
every one ought to be contented in the 
sphere of life in which they are placed. 
Now who can kuow the thoughts and 
situation of this very person so envied ¢ 
Perhaps he is not so happy, with all 
nis grandeur, as one in the lowest 





















MODESTY. 

The first step towards being wise, is 
to know that thou art ignorant; and if 
thou woulcst not be esteemed foolish 
in the judgment of others, cast off the 
folly of being wise in thy own con- 
ceit.” 

—at 
THE ACTIVE SCHOOLMASTER, 

According to the German Pedage 
gic Magazine, vol. iii p. 417, died late 
ly in Swabia, a Schoolmaster, who, for 
51 years, had superintended a large 
seminary with most old fashioned se- 
verity, From an average calculated by 
observations, one of his ushers has es- 
timated, that, in the course of his pe- 
cigowical labours, he had given 9.1,500 
canings, 124,500 floggings, 210,509 





class of society. A man must be at 
ease with himself to enjoy life. 


meee 


DECEPTION. 


Error is never likely to do so much 
mischief, as when it disguises its ten- 
dency, and puts on an engaging and 
altractive appearance. 





PRETENCE, 


Many people under the pretence of 
being useful, often show more curiosi- 
ty thanaffection. We ought never to 
concern ourselves with others’ affairs, 
unless at particular request. 





AMBITION. 


Ambition is among the first passions 
of the human mind To be thought 
by our intimates, superior to those 
who move in the same circle with our- 
selves, is universal—but there are few 
who take the trouble to be in reality, 
what they would wish to appear. 











afflicted hours 


Coquetry is asnare laid for cunning, 
| and prudery one spread for simplicity. 


custodes, 136,700 tips with the ruler, 
11.350 boxes on the ear, and 25,700 
tasks to get by heart. It is further 
calculated, that he made 900 boys stand 
on peas, 800 kneel on the sharp edge 
of a piece of wood, 5,500 wear the 
; fool’s cap, 1950 hold the rod! How 
| vast the quantity of human misery in. 
flicted by a single perverse Educator ! 


| — + eo 
FROM A LONDON PAPER. 

A female at Darmstadt lately poison- 
ed her own brother, through a princi- 
| ple of humanity and filial piety. He 
| was ill, and his recovery despaired of 


| 


| by the physicians. The girl, seeing 
| that her parents, who doated on him, 
were exhausting themselves by their 
attendance and nightly watchings, be- 
lieved that it was meritorious to save 
them, and put the young man out of 
pain, by administering opium to him. 
The mother, on discovering that he 
had been poisoned by his sister, died 
in a state of destraction; the father 
took to his bed, never spoke again, 
and survived only afew days. The 
daughter was convicted upon. her own 
confession, and broken alive upun the 
wheel, 











ST 











NEW-YORKE: 
WEDNESDAY, JANUARY 927. 
ALE 


The blockading squadron. still con- 
iinues off the Hook intercepting our 
coasting trade. Lhe crew of one of 
the captured vessels having returned, 
report the following list of American 
seamen now on board the sagon, 74 
gun ship: viz. 


Thomas Edmons, of Rhode-Island ; 
P. Williams, of Middletown, Connec- 
ticut; Ezekiel Morton, of Massachu- 
setts; Jos, Cann, of Virginia; James 
Goodman, William Hannah, John 
Wood and S. White, of New-York ; 
George Gray, of Rhode-Island ; James 
Balfour, of Virginia; and S. Ward, of 
New-Jersey. 


PERPETUAL MOTION, 


It is stated in a Philadelphia paper 
ihat Mr. Redheffer has explicitly de- 
clared that he will not permit the com- 
mittee appointed by the legislature of 
Pennsylvania to examine the perpetual 
motion. 


On the 21st Jan. in the senate of the 
United States, the proposed amend- 
ment to the constitution respecting 
an uniform choice of the electors of 
president and vice-president of the U 
States, was read a third time and re- 
ferred to Messrs. Turner, Lloyd, Bay- 
ard, Goodrich. Giles, Pope and Tait. 


January 21. ‘The house of repre- 
sentatives met with closed doors, and 
remained in conclave about an hour. 


A resolution is before the house 
that the committee of ways and means 
be instructed to inquire into the ex- 











pediency of admitting to entryand re- 
mitting the penalties of the non-impor- 
act in favor of all bona fide 
American vessels and their cargoes 
that shall have cleared for enemies’ 
ports beyond the Cape of Geod Hope 
previous to a knowledge of the de- 
claration of war at such ports or places. 

——t 

CASUALTY. 

On Monday morning the body of 
Charles Mahony, late a merchant tay- 
lor, aged 47 years, was found drowned 
in Dover-street slip—-having been 
missing about 7 weeks. No marks of 
violence appearing about him, it 1s 
presumed he fell into the water acci- 
dently, 


tation 


a 


It appears from the eighth annual | 


Report of the British and Foreign Bi- 
ble Society that 35,690 Bibles, and 
79,733 Testaments, were issued last 
year, besides the number circulated 
abroad by the Society’s aid—that with- 
in that period seveny new Auxiliary 
Societies, including Branch Societies, 
were produced in Britain alone, and 
that the neat income of the year was 
43,5322. 12s. 5d, and its expenditure, 
including its engagements, 406,530/. 
10s. 11d, 
0-0 
FRIENDS OF THE UNION. 


Amengst the men, what dire divisions 


rise! 

For “‘union” one, and one “ no union,” 
cries. 

Shame on the sex, that such dispute 
began ; 


Ladies are all for union—to a man. 





THE TUTOR 


A lady in the country wrote to a lady 
in town and entreaied her to procure 
her a tutor, who had the following quali- 
fications: (Here followed a register of 
every virtue, and almost all the arts and 
sciences.) ‘The lady in town replied, 
“ | have sought for a tutor, such as you 
desired, but have not yet found one ; 
yet I will continue my researches, and 
as soon as 1 have found him, you may 
‘epend upon this—that I will marry 


him.” 


MARRIED. 


On the evening of the 11th inst. by th: 
Rey. Dr. Philip Milledollar, John Bing- 
ham, Esq. to Mrs. Mary Brasier, all of 
this city. 

On Sunday evening, the 16th inst. by 
the Rev. Dr. M‘Niece, Mr. William 
M‘Bride, printer, to Miss Betsey San- 
ford, both of this city. 

On Thursday evening last, by the 
Rev. Mr. Parkinson, Mr. Ferris Finch, 
to Miss Mary Woods, all of this city. 

On Saturday evening last, by the Rev. 
Richard Moore, Mr. Joseph Houston, 
jun. to Miss Margaret M‘Kay Baldwin, 
both of this city 

On Monday evening by the Rev. Dr. 
Romeyn, Mr. Joel Sayer to Miss Sally 
Brown, all of this city. 

——— 


DIED. 


On the 6th inst. of the hives, aged one 
year and two months—and on the 12th 
inst. Ann Eliza Drake, aged two years 
and six months, the only son and daugh- 
ter of Jeremiah I. Drake. 


On the 15th inst. Mr. Thomas Crofe 
ton, aged 40 years. 





On the 14th inst. of a lingering illness, 
John M‘Combs, aged 45 years. 


On the 17th inst. Mrs. Hester Peck, 
»widow of the late George Peck, in the 
54th year of her age. 

On the same day, in the 31st year of 
her age, Mrs. Lydia Stringham 

On the same day, Mr. Thos. Wylde, 
cotton manufacturer, formerly of Dub- 
lin, in the 38th vear of his age. 


On the 18th inst. Mrs. Margaret Kel- 
ly, in the 29th year of her age, wife of 
Mr. Robert Kelly. 


On the 20th inst. Mrs. Ann Mumford, 
in the 48th year of her age, wife of Mr. 
David Mumford, and daughter of the 
late Thomas Pearsall, Esq. 

At Staten-Island, on the 12th inst. 


Jaques Andie Letavernier, born in the 
county of de la Belliere in France. 


At Albany, on the 22d inst. Mrs. 
Wilhelmina Wheeler, relict of the late 
Doctor William Wheeler, of Red Hook, 
Duchess county. 
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Communicated for The Olio. 


A CURLING SONG. 


sling is an amusement peculiar to 
the natives of Scotland, played with 


large stones on the ice. 


Rink, the ice played on. 7'ees, the 
marks to which the stones are di- 
rected. Bonsfeil,the match. Skips, 
the last players and directors on 
both sides. ] 


TuNeE---Aillicrankie, or, For a’ that. 


The music o’ the year is hush’d, 
In bonny glen and shaw, man, 

And winter spreads o’er Nature deed, 
A winding-sheet of snaw, man. 


O’er burn and loch, the warlock frost, 
A chrystal brig has laid, man, 

“he wild geese screaming wi’ surprise, 
ihe ice-bound wave ha’e fled, man- 


Up, Curler! leave your bed sae warm, 
And leave your coaxing wife, man, 

Gae get your besom, tramps, and coit, 
And join the friendly strife, man ; 


lor, on the water’s face, are met, 
Wii’ mony a merry joke, man, 

The Tenant, and his wealthy Laird, 
The Pastor, and his Flock, man. 


The Rink is swept, the Tees are mark’d, 
The Bonspeil is begun, man ; 

The ice is true, the coits are keen, 
Huzza! for glorious fun, man! 


The skips are standing at the Tee, 

‘lo guide the eager game, man ; 
HIush! not a word ! but mark the broom, 
“2nd tak’ a steady aim, man. 


whe 


There fill the port, and block the ice, 
We sit upo’ tho Tee, man, 

Now tak’ this inring, sharp, and neat, 
And mak’ the winner flee, man. 


How stands the game ? It’s cight & eight 
Now for the winning shot, man! 

Draw slow and sure, the ice is keen ; 
I'll sweep you to the spot, man, 
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The stane is thrown, it glides along, 
The besoms ply it in, man, 

Wi’ twisting back, the player stands, 
And eager, breathless, grin, man. 


A moment’s silence, still as death 
Pervades the anxious throng, man ; 
Then sudden bursts the victor’s shout, 
Wi hollas loud and long, man. 


Triumphant besoms wave in air, 
And friendly banters fly, man ; 
Whilst cold and hungry, to the Inn, 
Wi’ eager step, they hie, man. 


Now fill a bumper to the brim, 

And drink wi’ three times three, man; 
** May curlers on life’s slippery rink, 

** Frae cruel rubs be free, man. 


“(Or should a treach’rous bias lead, 
“Their erring course ajee, man, 

** Some friendly inring may they meet, 
“ To guide them tothe Tee, man.” 





From the Albany Register. 
INCENTIVES TO VALOR, 


Sons of valor! Fathers hoary! 

Ye who boast Columbia’s name, 
Rise to deeds of war and glory, 
Rise, avenge our injured fame! 


Happy land! by heaven protected j 
Asylum of the oppress’d ; 

Here liberty her throne erected, 
Here Science, Virtue, Freedom rest, 


But see the fiends of hostile nations 
Raise the bloody flag on high ; 
Haste—repel their bold invasions, 
And their menaces defy. 


See the angel Mercy, bending 
O’er your wives and children dear, 
In a cloud of leve descending, 
Smiling—wipes the falling tear. 


Here unborn millions shout your praises, 
While echo catches at the sound, 

And fame her silver clarion raises, 
*Till distant kingdoms loud resound. 


Daughters of immortal story, 
Ye whoboast Columbia’s name, 
Oh ! inspire the love of glory, 





| And record your heroes fame ! 





TREACHERY. 
Go, mark the cruel ocean storm, 
The lightning fierce, the vengeful wave; 
Did ever mercy’s angel form 
Mautle their rage, and pledge to save? 


Did e’er the bloody beast of prey 
Plight thee his faith thou shouldst not die? 
Or come in less than death’s array, 
And less than murder in his eye? 


But man, the boasted heir to heaven, 
Man, the mock glory of the world, 

Can wear the smile to friendship given, 
While thy heart warms the shaft he 
hurl’d. 


His hand can pledge eternal faith, 
His eye can brighten kind in joy : 
Perhaps that handisnerv’d for death, 
That eye exulting to destroy ! 


Sweet was the eve of social glee, 

For pleasure reigned in all her power ; 
The heart was full, the tongue was 
And gaily flew the happy hour. [free, 


But have you marked the serpen; 
tongue, 
That gathered venom, while it played ? 
Or graceful tree the woods among, 
Death to the blossoms in its shade ? 


The serpent’s poison, skill may cure, 
The withered rose renew its bloom ; 

Slander has wrongs that oft endure 
Beyond the oblivion of the tomb. 


THE PILGRIM. 
Drop by drop the angel pours, 
Comfort every moment yours ; 
Guards the night and cheers the dag, 
Gently leading life away. 


Every object, every thought. 
Sweetly seen, or kindly taught, 
Dropping in the simple heart, 
Unseen happiness imparts. 


MISS FLINT. 


“ There goes the beautiful Miss un’, 
Gallanted by a dashing buck ;— 
Pray who is he ?”—** It is, no doubt, 
A shark, that she has lately struck.” 





[Polyanthos. 





